178                     Honore de Bahae.
and I do not want to waste all the reverie plunge, so I send you one. Oh! I am so ' Never did its atmosphere so weigh upon i in fancy the air you breathe with an enthus: It is, they say, so light, it would suit rny Man Dieu ! work is crushing me, and for have only that jujube-box and Anna's dog-little dear!
I am writing at this moment a fine ^ cherche de 1'Absolu; " I tell you nothin want you to read it without bias, and wit! ness of ignorance of its subject. Wher then?
My business affairs are cursed. Nothi conclusion. That ambulating roast-beef, i has thrown all the thoughts that make for i Gosselin, stops us by petty things. Ne2 may end the matter, perhaps; I will imn to you. Put on one side thirty-seven tl to pay, and on the other side twenty-eigh of paper, a bottle of ink, and a few quill-p bought, and you will have an idea of iny p and debts. To reach an equilibrium, I ne not talent, but luck in my talent. Six vo' the said Bechet to publish, and twenty-: the first edition of the " Etudes Philosophi all that is done, I shall have a few cr "liberty on the mountain.'' When I sa]ains her graceful indifference, and you, madame, that vigorous constitution which is a principle of living joys; but also of pains; my desire is that God shall take all sorrow from your cup. Do not forget to tell me where you will stay after Trieste.
